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Author's Notes: 
We did our annual refresher first aid course at work just after Christmas. We did NOT do any of the things 
that follow in this fic. Although the resuscitation dummy did take a lot of abuse. 


(I should also point out that no medical advice should be taken from this. As if you would) 


They saunter into the room, defiantly late and definitely uncaring. All of them are smoking. 
And slightly inebriated. 


They are being forced to undertake a crash course in first aid by their management company. Said 
management company doesn't actually expect any of them to survive beyond the ripe old age of twenty six, 
but feels obliged to try and make the most out of the huge financial investment being made in the band by at 
least instructing them in the intricacies of CPR and possibly the stemming of blood loss. 


Their instructor is a short, rotund, slightly balding man in what could be anything from his mid fifties to early 


eighties. 

"Smoking kills!" he announces, glaring at all of them. 

"So do Il" Izzy replies breezily and grins maniacally at him. 

Instructor Guy blinks, takes a step back and introduces himself as Greg Dennison. 
"Hi, Greg Dennison!" Steven yells enthusiastically. "We're us!" 


Greg blinks again. Then he hands out blank stickers and pens, tells them to write their names down and adhere 
the stickers to their shirts. Or bare chests, in Slash's case. 


This was really a stupid move on Greg's part. 
Duff has plastered his sticker to his forehead. Apparently, his name is Barney Rubble. 
Izzy is sat next to him, the sticker adhered to his shirt sleeve declaring him to be El Kabong. 


Slash and Axl, after a prolonged argument that had included a brief slap exchange, are Yogi and Boo Boo 


respectively. 
Steven has decided to be Curious George. Slash has yet to stop laughing at this. 
Greg is sweating buckets. He doesn't think this crash course is going to go well. 


"All right, guys," he sighs, "let's drop the clown act and get down to business. What, if anything, would any of 


you do if one of you was to suffer a cardiac arrest right here, right now?" 

"Start a pool on how long it would take him to diel" Axl answers and guffaws loudly. 

"Panic and run away screaming?" suggests Slash with a drunken grin 

"Go through his pockets and take whatever he's got in them!" Duff says as Izzy cackles wildly. 


"Call “Il and hope one of the paramedics is a hot chick so | can start making out with her and have sex!" is 
Steven's reply. 


Greg takes a deep breath. He's starting to experience chest pains himself. Out of pure stress. 


He bends down and unzips the large holdall at his feet, pulling what at first glance, appears to be a body from 
it. 


"Oh, Christ! shrieks Steven, "you're a fuckin’ serial killer!" and he high tails it towards the door. 
Greg hurries after him. 

‘Its not a real body!" he calls, "her name is Resusci Ann! She's a teaching tool!" 

Steven looks unconvinced. "That sounds like something a mad man would say," he huffs. 

"Come and touch her," Greg pleads, "she's made of rubber." 


"Like most of Steven's girlfriends," Duff says solemnly and Slash snorts like a rutting pig, cracking open a bottle 
of Jack he'd strategically hidden in his shorts. His very deep pocketed shorts. 


Not to be outdone, Duff hauls two bottles of vodka from his jacket and offers one to Izzy who declines and 


produces his own gin stash. 


"If ya can't beat ‘em, join 'em!" Axl declares and stuffs his hand down Slash's shorts, pulling out a second bottle 


of Jack. 


Now that they have plenty of lubrication, they settle back to watch as a twitching Greg demonstrates CPR on 


Resusci Ann. 


"First," he instructs, "you must determine if the casualty is breathing. If they're not, you need to call MI 
straight away or have someone else do it, and then commence CPR. Place your hands, one on top of the other, 
just below the breast bone in the middle of the chest and push hard, push fast, thirty times. Having done this, 
perform rescue breaths. Tilt the casualty's head back slightly with the chin lifted, then pinch the nose shut 
and place your mouth over the casualty's mouth, forming a complete seal. Give two breaths and then repeat 


chest compressions. Continue this cycle until help arrives." 

Sitting back on his heels, Greg wipes sweat off his brow and looks at his charges. 

"All right," he announces, "time for one of you to have a go. Kabong, you're up." 

‘Its El Kabong," Izzy states sniffily and slides out of his seat to approach the inert Resusci Ann. He drops to 
his knees, loudly and dramatically wails, "She's not breathing! OH GOD, she's not breathing!" and then mimes 


dialling Ml. 


"| need an ambulance NOW!" he shrieks down an imaginary receiver, "and a pack of cigarettes if you could stop 


off on the way!" 
He drops his pretend phone to start chest compressions. 


Meanwhile, Duff leaps out of his chair and begins imitating a siren. 


"NEE NAW, NEE NAW, NEE NAW!" he screeches as he steers his rescue vehicle towards Izzy. "We're coming! 
We're coming! DON'T LET HER DIE!" 


Izzy starts the rescue breaths. He gives it a little tongue too, before resuming overly exuberant chest 


compressions. 


She's still not breathing!" he yells and then punches Resusci Ann square in the jaw. "Don't you fucking die on 
me, bitch!" he spits in her face. 


Resusci Ann looks appalled. 

So does Greg. 

Slash jumps up and starts bouncing on the soles of his feet. 

"lim with Firehouse I9!" he shouts, "We're coming back from a fire at a whorehouse! We can help!" 

Axl leaps on his back and yells, "Go, Yogi!" 

Slash then begins galloping in wide circles around Izzy, Greg and their misfortunate casualty, whooping wildly. 


Duff slides his make believe ambulance into park. He pretends to climb out, digs a pack of cigarettes from his 


pocket, hands them to Izzy and then looks at Resusci Ann. 


"Time of death, 415 pm," he pronounces and pats Greg on the shoulder. "You did everything you could," he says 
gravely. 


Steven ambles towards the group by way of imaginary skateboard. 


"lim with the medical examiner's office," he tells them. "The morgue's kinda backed up right now so l'm just 


gonna go ahead and do the autopsy here. Does anyone have a scalpel or a pocket knife?" he enquires. 


Firehouse I1's finest decide this is the perfect time to trigger the building's fire alarm system by smashing 
the glass cover on the alarm box. Loud wailing noises immediately fill the room, followed by an automated 
tannoy announcement intoning that this is not a drill and urging all occupants to leave the building without 


delay. 


Duff grabs a fire extinguisher, pulls the metal ring, points the hose and douses Resusci Ann with foam. He 
then turns it on his friends. 


"Run for your lives, bastards!" he screeches as they race out of the room towards the lobby. It's filled with 
panicking people pushing and shoving their way to the exit. 


An hour later, their manager storms into the bar they've retired to with a face redder than Axl's hair. He 
stalks towards ther. 


"You fuckers have really done it this time!" he snarls, banging his fist on the table. "You cost us thousands 
with your stupid fire alarm stunt, caused huge panic to everyone working at the building and Greg Dennison, 
one of the finest, most upstanding people | have ever met, has been involuntarily committed to a fucking 
mental institution! They say he may ne." 


He falters and then stares. 


"Why the fuck do you have a resuscitation dummy with you? And why are you feeding it beer?" he asks in 


bewilderment. 


"Her name's Ann. She's had a rough day so we thought we'd buy her a drink or two. It was Steven's idea," Duff 


explains. 

"I thought it would be a nice thing to do before | start her autopsy," Steven adds. 

Their manager gapes, shrugs, gapes again and turns away. 

‘| give up," he mutters and then yells at the bar tender to bring him a bottle of Wild Turkey to take home. 


It's a better option than joining Greg Dennison. 


